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This became serious; but old Pascoe, with his
Heart's Desire, had vanished, like his Toltecs. A
week went by. The barge-builder, for whom
this had now ceased to be a joke, was vastly
troubled by the complete disappearance of his
neighbour, and shook his head over it. Then a
few lines in an evening paper, from a port on the
Devon coast, looked promising, though what they
wished to convey was not quite clear, for it was a
humorous paragraph. But the evidence was
strong enough for me, and on behalf of the barge-
builder and a few others I went at once to that
west-coast harbour.

It was late at night when I arrived, and be-
wildering with rain, total darkness, and an
upheaval of cobbles in by-ways that wandered to
no known purpose. But a guide presently brought
me to a providential window, and quarters in the
Turk's Head. In my room I could hear a
continuous murmuring, no doubt from the saloon
bar below, and occasional rounds of hearty
merriment. That would be the place for news,
and I went down to get it. An oil-lamp veiled in
tobacco smoke was hanging from a beam of a sooty
ceiling. A congregation of longshoremen, visible